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A CHRISTMAS STORY

"With fcligUty Ijittlo Sentiment and
No Tears in It.

A strong odor o stale beer and tobacco pre-

ceded him, and a neglect to avail himself of
the elevator had rather winded him. Ho
braced up in a momcut, however, and as ho
seated himself bcsldo our desk ho was quite
himself again. Ho must have divined our
thoughts, for ho quickly said:

"You wore about to do mo an injustice, un-

intentionally, of course, but au injustico,
nevertheless. N05 I am not in need of a blto,
nor docs a debased appetite cravo a drink."

Onco more ho must havo dovlned our
thoughts.

"You are at a loss to know, then, what I
do want. I will inform you," ho continued,
settling himself back more comfortably in tho
chair, and drawing from an lnaido pocket a
Eollcd and worn bundle of manuscript. 'At
this season of tho year, when all hearts aro
presumed to bo overflowing with peaco and
good will, it is fitting and appropriate that
the Christmas 6tory should appear in every
well regulated journal. Experlenco has taught
me, however, that such stories as a rule aro
too full of 6adncss. This should not bo.
There should bo more of joyousness permeat-
ing them, if I may apply that expression. As
tho editor of a great and influential journal, I
feel that you agree with me. With such an
end in view I have written one which I be-

lieve will fully meet with our views. It was

written with no desire for pecuniary gain.
Some twenty-fiv- e cents were expended by mo

for paper and ink in connection with it, how-

ever, and I feel that in asking you to roim-burs- o

me to that extent I will bo moroly giving
you the opportunity to join me in making
glad some weary, careworn soul. Thanks.
No; I do not desire my namo to appear. Not
fame, but tho happiness of my race is my ob-

ject."
This is the story ho wrote:

AFTER MANY DAYS;

OR,

FILLED AT LA8T.

cnArTEn 1.

It is noon.
It is noon In the calm, still town of George-

town. It is also noon in one or two other
towns as still and as calm as Georgetown.
But as to the latter, particularly.

CnAPTER 11.

As the bells of the town proclaim the noon
hour, Mrs. Sarah Snickworthy and her seven
fair daughters seat themselves at the midday
meal, set in their plain but dilapidated man-

sion standing near where the waters of the
Potomac rise and fall. One vacant chair
pathetically tells its tale ! William, the son
and brother, is late, aa usual.

CHAPTER III.
William Snickworthy, our hero, is tho only

sou of his mother the only brother of seven
sisters. Bill's lot, therefore, Is a sad one.
Yet, William is both noble and good; as, in-

deed, all well regulated heroes should be.
William is also 15 years of age. But, not-

withstanding his nobleness and his goodness,
his youthful years, and the fact that he in-

variably becomes an earnest and devout mem-

ber of at least eleven different Sunday schools
immediately preceding each recurring Christ-
mas, Bill's worth 1b unappreciated, unnoticed.
Even now, as he slides with all the touching
meekness of the average boy to the table, and
hastily Alls his mouth to such an extent that
standing room only is obtainable within,
Pate's dark clouds lower about him, and tho
unsympathetic voice of his mothor breaks the
awful silence:

"Bill, 'foro you tech er nuther mouthful,
run to th' pump fer er bucket of water."

cnArTER.iv.
All oyes are turned upon William.
"Dog gone it," ho says, as ho vainly en-

deavors to hide his emotions and more dinner,
"ef 1 alnt tired of this. 'Specially when a
fellow is enjoyln' hisself in th' bo6om of his
family. Darn ef I alnt tired of runnln' fer
water, mother."

Mary Liz, the eldest Miss Snickworthy,
catches the speaker's eye.

"Law, Ma, jes .listen to that boy. A llvln'
disgrace to the whole family. But what else
is to bo expected of men or boys, I'd like to
know. Goodness knowB, they're of no sightly
use in creation !"

William is recognized.
"That's what they all say, siBtermlne, when

gals git lei'. It's hard luck, Mary Liz, an' I
weeps fer you, old gal. But don'tjgive up,
sweet gal, there's lots of fools 'mongus men."

Miss Snickworthy scornfully ignores her
brother's eloquent remarks. Springing up
from the table, he picks up an old tin pall and
pulls open tho door. Standing just without,
ho exclaims:

"Mother, this is tho last time Bill Suick-worth- y

waters this stock. See ! Au revoir,
ladles." And William andjtkejpail aro gone.

CHAPTER V,

Alongside her wharf lies the good ship
Susan Jane, ready to sail for foreign shores.
Toward her Tom Topper wends his way.

Thomas 1b of some 17 years of age, and of
the decided opinion that virtue is not its own
reward. Just why ho stopped on reaching
tho old pump may, perhaps, never bo known.
Perhaps be was thirsty. But atop aud drink
he did, and as he elegantly yet simply wiped
his mouth by drawing his coatsleovo across It,
Mr. Snickworthy, pail attached, approached.

"Shiver mo timbers," cried ThomaB, with
an approved nautical hitch and roll. " Whero
bound, Bill Snickworthy?"

"To this very pump, my hearty, for a cargo
of water," replied Bill, meekly endeavoring
to assume the easy nautical form of Mr.

Topper.
"Well, you aro a landlubber, an' no mis- -

take, Bill," tauntingly replies Thomas.
Hauling wator fur a lot of land sharks, eh 1

Why don't you ship your cable an' sot sail J"
"What do you mean, Tom? Run away!"

gasps William.
"Why, of course I does. Ou tho Susan

Jano, here. With mo."
"When? Now?"
"Cert i Arc you with mo ?"
"Darn ef I alnt Tom."

OIIAl'TSn VI.

Soon tho Susan Jauo cast off hor moor-
ings aud sailed away. Tho ompty pall lay
hidden ucar the old pump.

Long that day tho Widow Snickworthy and
tho various Misses Snickworthy waited, but
noithor William nor tho pall roturncd. Tho
world rollod on, tho sun sank to rest, and tho
stars looked down upon a Willbmlcss, pallless
homo.

CnAPTBB vn.
Months, yoars havo passed, A ntght ai

dark and fearful as tho gloom of tho ro'gions

of ovll has fallen upon tho dlstanfsca through
which tho old Bhlp Susau Jano (Messrs.
Toppor and Snickworthy aboard) uneasily
plunges. Tho stars of heaven aro hidden bo-hi-

dark, angry clouds, tho waters roll
mountain high, whllo tho wind shrieks and
roars through tho rigging of tho good old
ship.

Captain Barnacle, himself, is on deck.
"Bad outlook ahead, Cap'n," cries eld Bon

Maiubrace, tho first mate.
"Ayo, aye," roars tho Captain. "Looks as

lfwo'll all bo a dlff'ront courso 'foro
daybreak !"

Tho day and the Susan Jano broko simul-
taneously. The sun came up tho Susan
Jano wont down.

OHArTEU VIII.
Christmas Day, twenty years later.
Tho snow lies deep and hard, tho day Is

bright and clear, and glad bells ring tho
praiso of Him whose words of "Peace 1 Good
will to men," coming down through the ages
aro yot as full of sweet comfort and hope as
in the days Ho spake, "I am tho Resurrection
and tho Life!"

Upon the wharf, trom which twenty
years before tho good ship Susan Jane sailed
away, never again to be heard of, stands a
man of some 35 years of age.

'Nothing is changed. Georgetown is still
Georgetown. The old wharf Is oven as It was
then. And Great heavens ! Can it still bo
thoro? No, no; it must have gone years
since. Yet, let me gaze once again upon tho
spot."

CHAPTER IX.
Again It is noon.
Once more, around the midday meal on

this joyous Christmas Day tho Widow Snick-
worthy and her daughters seven gather.
Neither time nor hymen has diminished their
number.

"Ma," says Mary Liz, pausing for a mo-

ment In her terrible onslaught upon a portion
of tho antiquated fowl selected to do tho
honors of the day, "my nose itches liko all
crcatiou. Some stranger Is comin', suro as
I'm born."

"Ma, 'spose it was Bill," faintly suggests
Matilda Josephine, the very youngest Miss
Snickworthy.

"Don't 'spose anything so downright silly,
'Tilda," remarks Miss Mary Elizabeth.

"But, ain't it just likely to happen ?" in-

quires Miss Hannah Paulino Snickworthy.
"An' if Bill should come, Ma, now what
would you say ?"

But before Sarah Snickworthy has time to
reply, the door Is thrown wide open, and Wil-

liam Snickworthy, grown to manhood, bronzod
by wind and sun, stands before them with
the same old pail filled to overflowing with
tho water which twenty years before he was
ordered to bring.

"Yes, mother," he says, sotting the pall
down and throwing his arms around her,
"what do you say now, when long years havo
passed, when, after shipwreck and a lifotimo
speut in foreign lands, 1 havo at last obeyed
your command and place before you tho pall
of water you bade mo bring?"

"What do I say?" she repeats, aud the
seven Misses Snickworthy rise to catch her
reply. "Well, I do say, William, that you've
been long 'null It !"

THEY FAIIi IN JOURNAIilSM.

What Sir Kdwln Arnold Says of Success-
ful Novelists.

Datrolt News.
"It Is a matter worthy of note that novel-

ists do not make good journalists, as a rule,"
said Sir Edwin Arnold this morning. "I havo
tried many of them, and in the majority of
cases the brightest writers of Action, men
whose fame is dear to all England, have been
lamentable failures as journalists. There was
Charles Reade, who always was a forcible,
effectivo writer of prose, a man who could
striko in a powerful manner whon he felt so
Inclined. This was certainly the kind of ma-
terial of which a good journalist should bo
composed, and Mr. Reado became a member
of the Telegraph staff. There he displayed
thoso other qualities of the novelist lack of
method for everyday application and a ten
dency to wait until tho spirit moved him.
That is all very well for a great work of
fiction which should be carried around, in
your head, perhaps many years, until every
detail stands forth and the conception is no-who- re

illogical or false. But a newsprper
must come out every day and current com-
ment made. Many other great novelists have
failed as journalists. I consider Mr. Sala ono
of our brightest and wittiest cdltoiial writers."

An episode was to-da- y related by Sir Ed-
win Arnold, which will Illustrate his kindly
nature. In Albany an old lady, an admirer
of his works, wrote asking permission to call
upon him. Sir Edwin, after remarking that
he felt highly flattered, wrote deaying the re-
quest, but asking permission to call upon her.

. . .

Messrs. Robinson, Parker & Co,, corner
Twelfth and F streets northwest, havo a most
icallstic window display, representing a coast-iu- g

scene, with boys actually coasting down
hill; aud, to make it more natural, from 7 to
9 o'clock every evening there is a real Bnow
storm. It is a very interesting exhibit and
attracts large crowds.

fc.

SOME FACTS PROM CHINA.
IntercstingStntlstlcn About tho Vint Km.

plro and lt 1'coplo.
Pittsburg Dispatch.

Not many yoars ago tho population of China
was estimated at about 500,000,000 souls.
This was reduced ton years ago to 405,000,000.
Moro recent and thorough investigation, tho
result of which has just boon published by
famous German statisticians, Supau and
Wagner, places tho number at 350,000,000.
As those figures havo been arrived at after an
immense amount of labor nnd care, it is hardly
likoly thoy will bo changod In any groat do-gr-co

by future estimates. As will bo observed,
tho last reduces tho first figures 150,00 0,000,
or nearly two and a half times tho population
of tho Unltod Statos. Truly a tromondous
difforonco. but has tho ronder over stoppod to
consider tho Immonslty of tho figures remain-
ing. Idly sounding them on tho tonguo glvoa
ono no real idoa of what la conpricod in a
number reaching nino flguros, especially whon
that number represents human boings. Thrco
hundred and flf ty million is within 7,370,000
of tho population of entiro Europe. If China
organized its army on a basis comparatlvo
with thoso of Europoan governments and
went to war it would rcqutro a combination
embracing ovcry country on tho Europoan
continont to resist tho Intruder. Tho wondor-fu- l

army of Xorxos would bo as nothing In
comparison with tho Mongolian horde

Another way is to tako tho total population
and compare ft with anything olso of magni-
tude that can bo reduced to eimplo flguros.
For instance, if you stood every Chinoso in-

dividual on his feet and sldo by sldo, allowing
eighteon inches for each ono, you would havo
a coutlnuous lino 99,432 miles long, or very
nearly four tlmos around tho earth. Stand
them on top of each other, feet on head, and
allowing an averago ataturo of flvo feet bIx
inches to each individual, and you would
havo a string of Chinamen that would reach
to the moon, around It, and half way back to
tho earth on tho other side. If each person in
China consumes an averago of flvo pounds of
food daily, It would requiro 319,375,000 tons
to feed tho people a year.

Tbero is only ono small thing about tho
Chincso nation and that is its national dobt.
That amounts to only $3S,500,00O. It strike mo
as being greatly to tho credit of a pooplo, who
could free themselves ontiroly from obliga-
tion by an assessment of cloven conts por
capita. In our own country, with all Its
greatness, about $24.90 would bo required from
every man, woman, and child to square our
account completely.

Grand Holiday Opening; at tho Pnlaeo
Stores of the Grout Atlantic and Pa-
cific Toa Company.
Seventh street was never so crowded with

people as it was last Tuesday evening. Tho
occasion of the throng was the annual holiday
opening of the palaco stores of the Great At-
lantic and Pacific Tea Company. Tho fotty-nin- o

clorkfl who wero in attendauco were kept
busy as bees in harvest time, taking orders
for Teas, Coffees, Sugars and Baking Powders,
also between timesthe large corps of pleas-
ant clerks wero presenting handsome flowers
and tho beautiful "Homo Guard Christmas
Panel" to each visitor who honored this grand
opening with their presence. Tho Homo
Guard is entirely oricinal it is a superb pic-
ture representing the happy "face of a

boy, in full uniform, with a toy gun,
bugle, sword, drum, and a little helmet on his
bead, and he seems to be the happiest little
Home Guard in all Christendom. This panel
picturo is handsome enough to adorn any
family parlor in tho National Capital.
This company controls 225 stores through-
out tho United States, representing $25,000,-00- 0,

having their headquarters at 35 and 37
Vesey street, Now York City. During tho
opening, the ladles and others received
through tho courtesy of the gonial manager,
over 12,000 fresh cut and fragrant flowers, und
8,000 of tho "Homo Guard Panels." Tho
stores, 501 and 503 (which aro tho main es-

tablishments), are centrally located at tho cor-
ner of Seventh and E streets, northwest. The
two largo and well-arrang- stores wore
beautifully illuminated, there being 150

and two very large electric lights,
with 350 gas jets, In all, it was a grand and
magnificent spectacle, far surpassing any-
thing of tho kind that has over been wit-
nessed in the Capital city, and far
eclipsing any of their former openings.
Tho stores were elegantly decorated with
exotic cut flowers, pot plants, ferns, etc.,
also handsome French plate mirrors, Chineso
and Japanese lanterns, all of an elaborate
character. Taking In tho whole situation at a
glance ono would almost lmaglna that they
wero In tho Orient whero these excellent
teas camo from. Tho flowers and plauts woro
furnished by tho well-know- n florists, Messrs.
Strauss & Co., anu the draperies and hangings
wero kindly loaned for tho occasion by Mr.
Thomas D. Singleton, tho prominent Seventh-stre- et

merchant. Tho draperies nnd other
hangings wero artistically arranged by ono of
Mr. Singleton's Bkilled workmen, and tako
it all together it presented an unique
and Oriental appearance. There was a con-
stant throng of people early in tho day wend-in- c

their way to tho grand holiday oponing
and It lasted until late in tho night. As an
opening and a business enterprise it was
surely a grand success. All the details wero
under tho immediate supervision of tho enter-
prising business manager, Mr. N. H. Bowman,
to whom It reflects a great deal of credit, not
only for tho satisfactory termination of Fri-
day's opening entorprlse, but for his busi-
ness sagacity as manager over since their first
opening in this city years ago. It might be
truthfully said that these three largo
stores with brauches in every market
are "tho Queen Bees" in their line of
goods in tho National Capital, becauso their
business in Teas, Coffees, and Baking Powdors
havo grown to iminonso proportions on ac-

count of excellent management, fair dealings,
and selling pure, straight goods. His corps of
obliging salesmen vied with each other to as-

sist their manager in carrying out the minute
details, and tho pretty young lady cashier wa
busy during tho entiro opening taking in the
cash and giving the correct change. The
onenlnc was

.
a hapny termination of a well- -

t "... 1

Slai system 01 uetaus oy mo manager,
Newton U. Bowman.

lower Still the Waists Are Out.
Now York Evoninjr World.

The latest thing in a dancing toilet or opera-bo-x

is a baro back, unmasked bosom and per-

fumed shoulders. Waists aro cut low to the
line of degradation and buds, belles, young
married women, wrinkled up spinsters, and
fat old grannies with bulging pocketbooki
order them, pay for them, and wear them on
every ceremonious occasion without a flicker
of shame or a blush of modesty. It's tho
fashion in high life.

If you havon't already gotton one of our
$9.90 Suits or Overcoats you should get ono
this week. They will all bo gone by Christ-
mas. Elseman liros., 7th and E.

Gill's Marshmallows, 11th and F.
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GALLERIE
1217 F N. W.

NEW PICTURES
THE FOUR SEASONS,
FEAST TO FLORA,
WHITE SQUADRON,
AWAITING THE VICTORS,

Latest Imported Noycltics in Frames Just

Exquisite Designs in Mirrors in All Gold, Cream and
Gold, and Other Finishes.

FAC SIMILES BEAUTIFULLY FRAMED.

Hovelties in Framed Pictures.

THE NEW YORK PIER COLOR EXHIBITION

HAS BEEN A GREAT SUCCESS.

Fifteen Hew Pictures Have Been Added.

GALLERIES OPEN IN EVENING UNTIL 10 O'CLOCK.
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310 and 312'

FURNITURE OF

CARPETS OF

'
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KING'S DAUGHTER,
CHERRY PICKING,
CAROTSf SAND CART.
MORINS' FISHING SMACK.

CO

"s 'JOHN G. SLATER,

CARPET SMj
o

Pa. Ave.

EVERY DESCRIPTION

EVERY GRADE.

PA. AYE., S.'B.
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STOVES OF ALL KINDS AND AT ALL PRICES,

CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS.

S. H. MOORE & CO.,

310 AND 312

."l

S. E.


